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head.  Alter  Dopey  got  well  she  would  sit  for  hours 
staring  at  the  ceiling,  forgetting  all  about  the  Kid. 
and  the  Kid  would  kick  and  cry,  but  to  no  avail. 
Sometimes  Dopey  would  “come  out  of  it”  long  enough 
to  give  the  Kid  a  few  gills  of  second-rate  milk  from 
the  warm  bottle  which  usually  stood  on  the  floor,  but 
the  formalin  which  was  put  in  the  milk  by  the  kind- 
hearted  milk  trust,  so  it  wouldn’t  spoil,  sickened  the 
Kid,  and  it  is  safe  to  say  she  got  the  best  of  the  deal 
when  “Dopey”  Grace  was  having  one  of  her  “spoils.” 


There  was  not  much  noise  made  when  the  Kid  was 
born;  firstly,  because  she  arrived  in  a  tenement,  where, 
as  the  janitor  says,  “they  don’t  stand  fer  no  noise.” 

The  Kid’s  mother,  tired  from  her  life  of  drudgery 
and  childbirth,  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil  about  tiL% 
time  the  Kid  was  three  weeks  old.  So  it  fell  to  the 
lot  of  “Dopey”  Grace  to  care  for  the  Kid.  “Dopey” 
was  so  called  by  the  other  children  of  the  tenement 
because  one  day,  while  selling  papers,  she  was  knocked 
down  by  an  auto,  which  b.oke  her  leg  and  injured  her 
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NO.  2 — CHILDHOOD’S  HAPPY  HOURS 

When  the  Kid  got  a  little  older  she  was  allowed  to  Of  course  there  were  hue  sights  to  he  seen  in  the 

>ck  out  on  the  street  with  the  rest  of  the  kiddies  in  saloons,  too.  for  the  Kid  was  just  high  enough  to  see 

.  JSta***  «. «—  «*  **  **  £2  25Z 

waa  enough  to  make  a  magazine  writer,  who  tells  and  a  drunken  creature,  torn  and  bleeding,  would  he 
the  discomforts  of  the  overly  pampered  children  of  hauled  out  by  two  policemen  and  thrown  into  the 
e  rich,  weep,  if  he  could  have  seen  the  unlimited  wagon.  Those  were  gay  times  for  the  Kid.  How  she 
eedom  of  play  allowed  the  children  of  the  slums,  laughed  when  the  cops  would  poke  the  victim  with 
sad  cats,  some  of  them  perfectly  good  as  new,  were  their  clubs' to  accelerate  his  movements! 
profusion  in  the  mammoth  playground,  and  wander-  Sometimes  it  would  be  the  Kid’s  dad  that  was 

1  were  the  things  that  could  be  extracted  from  the  pinched  for  boozing.  The  Kid  didn't  laugh  then, 
trancing  garbage  piles  that  dotted  the  street,  seem-  That  meant  days  without  food,  and  less  food  when  her 
rlv  far  the  convenience  of  the  poor  children.  dad  came  back. 
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NO.  4— THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHIRT 

One  day  the  Kid’s  old  man  was  bending  over  a  suicide  by  thrusting  his  head  in  the  saw '-was  doped 
crocked  saw  in  the  factory  where  he  worked,  and  it  ou^|l 

belted  hir:  In  the  neck-right  where  he  had  been  get.  .  T1>®  Kid  "°“’d  h*Te  probably  remained  at  the  sweat- 

ting  hit  aJ,  sns  hie  by  «he  joss,  .he  landlord  and  the  now,  And  such  long,  hot,  weary,  distracting  days  they 

politician  were,  too.  The  poor  light  made  her  eyes  strain,  and 

Some  of  the  boys  picked  ir  his  mangled  carcass  and  the  heavy  work  bent  her  frail  back.  But  she  kept  on, 

by  the  time  the  corcner  s  jury  viewed  the  body  the  on.  She  never  knew  anything  else  but  work.  And 

broken  saw  blade  had  been  replaced  by  a  new  one,  thus  she  passed  from  her  childhood  to  womanhood — & 

neatly  boxed  according  to  law,  and  a  fine  story  of  drooping  flower  In  a  damp  cellar.  -  - 

bow  the  old  man  had  been  Intoxicated  and  committed  <Tn  be  continued.') 
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so  the  manager  changed  hers  to  a  lemonade.  Oh,  now 
we  have  the  gay  life,  the  snowy  tablecloth,  the  bright 
electric  lights,  the  suave  waiters,  the  ice  clinking  in 
the  glaasee!  Here  was  health  and  happiness.  The 
manager  had  taken  a  fatherly  interest  in  her;  no  one 
had  ever  done  that  before.  She  lifts  her  glass  and 
drinks,  and  all  she  remembers  is  that  the  lemonade 
had  an  odd  taste. 

(To  he  continued.) 


+  The  njanager  said  he  had  suddenly  taken  a  fatherly 

♦  ii^erest.  in  the  Kid  and  told  her  to  make  herself  at 

}X  home  around  the  store  until  closing  time.  Then  they 
;  X  would  go  out  and  talk  it  over.  .  .  . 

!  J  When  they  were  seated  a  few  hours  later  in  a  prt 

♦  vate  dining  room  in  the  manager' s  club,  the  manager 
t  ordered  wine.  The  Kid  told  him  that  “booze”  (God 

‘  Y  save  the  mark!)  had  been  the  downfall  of  her  father, 
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NO.  7— THE  F1B8T  PINCH 


After  that  the  Kid  did  not  care  much.  She  met 
gome  swell  fellows  at  first  and  had  some  gay  auto 
rides  and  drinking  parties.  The  Kid  thought  she  might 
ae  well  go  the  limit  now  that  she  had  made  the  start. 

The  “world”  would  never  look  at  her  aga|n  except 
with  shame,  she  thought.  Even  though  her  despoiler 
•at  at  the  head  of  the  leading  business  institution  of 
the  city  she  was  forever  doomed.  It  was  ever’  thus,  so 
it  was  not  for  the  Kid  to  bring  about  a  change.  The 
Kid,  always  pleasingly  simple,  now  decked  herself  with 
a  string  of  cheap  beads  and  some  other  tawdry  finery — 
priceless  jewels  those,  you  might  say — but  the  Kid 
wanted  to  look  as  smart  as  those  other  ladies  who  were 


clever  enough  to  ride  in  carriages.  The  Ki»l‘s  swell 
friends  didn’t  last  long;  they  never  do.  One  night 
just  before  election  the  Kid  was  caught  in  a  raid. 
The  gang  that  ran  the  city  needed  campaign  funds, 
it  was  explained  to  her  by  her  pal.  So  the  Kid  did  not 
feel  hard  about  it,  but  rode  to  the  station  and  joked 
with  the  copper  who  locked  her  up.  After  awhile 
“Mike,”  the  little  saloonkeeper,  who  was  “boss  of 
the  ward,”  came  around  and  bailed  her  and  the  bunch 
out.  “Mike”  overlooked  one  poor  fellow  who  occu¬ 
pied  a  ceil  next  to  the  Kid.  He  was  going  up  for 
six  months  for  stealing  bread  to  keep  his  family  from 
starving. 

(To  be  continued.) 


the  nervous  laughter  pooled  through  the  wine  room 


TVfptrnnolitan  Reflections — The  Slave  Market 


^  ra  p 


CHICAGO  DAILY  SOCIALIST. 


bothered  by  her  hacking  cough  up  among  the  rafters 
and  the  Kid's  eyes  Bank  in  and  her  life  ebbed  as  she 
toesed  and  coughed  and  fought  the  gay  white  plague. 
Sometimes  she  would  get  delirious,  and  bits  of  song 
from  the  gay  life  would  come  back  to  her  and  she 
would  sing  In  a  shrill,  tremulous  voice  the  only  songs 
she  ever  knew. 

(To  be  continued.). 
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